The Cat Lept Off 


The pussy sat on her lap 

It purred as she stroke it 

Forth and back, and then she tapped 
To keep the pussy happy. Sit! 


It wanted to sit. Stay 

But it would not. It grew 
Warm to her touch. She played 
awhile. It purred softly. Knew 


she its buttons, its nose. Whiskers too and fro. 
She softly pawed, fanged but could not stop. 
She squirmed, meowed, but could not go 

As, she was content to be a top. 


She ran her fingers to and fro some more. 
The cat shuddered. She lept off 

Not once, not twice, she did keep score 

A perfect count, but could not get enough, 


